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European management had misled me. I began
sub-consciously to think of Europeans who had
disappeared mysteriously in the night-life of
Oriental cities, of the British Consul's unavailing
enquiries, of a laconic paragraph in the newspapers
about a lost European. I grew more unsettled as
I looked into the proprietress's angry countenance.
She spoke in raucous, threatening tones.
"' If you do not pay, we can very easily get the
money from you.'
"' Madam, if you don't remove these men
immediately------*
"Then a voice, stern and clear, made itself heard
outside the door behind the two Manchus.
"Rawangsi, taharn tja ma! ('Beware, the police
are coming !'), the voice said in Siamese. I saw
consternation on the faces of the woman in velvet
and the two Manchus. The latter ran from the
doorway and I quickly opened it and made as
swift an escape as possible for a man of my age*
I literally fell down one flight of stairs. Once in
the street I knew I was safe, yet I ran for several
hundred yards: A good effort for a man of
fifty-two!"
Mr. Brunt ceased speaking. A fire-fly flickered
its lamp above his head. A fisherman in a sampan
near by was playing a -Siamese love-song. The
liquid notes of a viol fell softly on the warm air.
"I don't understand," I said, "Why you ran
away when you heard the Siamese saying at the
door that the police were at hand."